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sacred character, the shadow of death within which he saw
her stand must have invested her with a deeper interest.
When the boat stopped at Malta, the prelate took the op-
portunity to say mass in the Church of St. John in behalf of
her who was on the brink of eternity. The object of his so-
licitude, having known of his pious intention, repaired to the
church and heard him officiate.
In his conversations the prelate anxiously exhorted her to
alter her course, and, instead of re-entering France, to proceed
to Rome and be baptized by the Holy Father. To this she
objected on the score of not being prepared to become a con-
vert; "besides," said she, after a few moments' hesitation,
" people would say I was playing a part, and that it was done
for effect; I can not."
She spent a part of the summer in the environs of Montpel-
lier. While there it was probable that her thoughts recurred
more than once to the poor recluse whom she had visited in
the prison of that city ten years before, and whose impending
fate she had then so eloquently lamented. She, too, the once
gay and brilliant favorite of Fortune, whom the sad, proud
captive had probably then gazed upon with envy as well as
admiration, was herself dying of that dreadful disease that had
inspired her with such horror and commiseration, and to
which she would have deemed sudden death by a "ball in
the chest or a tile on the head some windy day far prefera-
ble!" She too was hastening to that unknown land whither
the weary, worn, and vexed spirit of her she had so pitied,
and the young, buoyant, and light-hearted sister she had go
loved, had preceded her.
Her son Alexandre being on the point of going with his tu-
tor to Geneva, where he was to finish his studies, Kachel hast-
ened back to Paris on the night of the 23d of June. Such
was her anxiety to embrace her child, that, weak and ill as
she was, she would not consent to stop on the way, but came
directly through.
Of Rachel's two boys, the eldest, Alexandre, who has been
acknowledged by his father, a well-known diplomate, was a
very handsome child when quite young. But, as he grew up,
this very beauty, derived from his close resemblance to his

